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Free Willy 


Author's Notes: 

I'm at least a little bit out of my element writing this but when | was younger | had a friend who wrote a lot 
of ‘Slaxl' fics (we were both fanatical over GnR) so years later, | finally chose to try my hand at it. | haven't 
read too many GnR stories on this site so l'm really hoping no one has done this idea yet. A side note: I'm not 


from America and I've never actually been to SeaWorld so this could be inaccurate. 


"We've decided to keep him. Axl's a great attraction with the kids-they get to throw burgers and fries at him- 
and the dolphins don't seem to mind too much. In fact, they're been teaching Axl quite a lot. Basic social 
etiquette, how to hold a ture, stuff like that." 


-a magazine article 
Getting a lamp chucked at him by the spiritual equivalent of a jilted wife is what Slash would call Axl Rose in a 


good mood; unfortunately, his band mates disagreed with that perspective and the current mode of operation 


of their relationship in general so when Axl finally calmed down, came out of the room with a broom and pail 


and silently sweeped up the broken pieces before retreating with his tail between his hind legs they all decided 
that the member subjected to whatever harebrained team-building exercise Axl would soon bring forth was 


going to be Slash. 
"Why the fuck does it have to be me?" He hissed, narrowing his eyes at Izzy who also blocked the TV box. 


"Because he threw a goddamn lamp at you" deadpanned the rhythm guitarist, putting his hands on his hips as 
Slash's jaw dropped: 


"Exactly! Isn't that all the more reason we should strive to keep him *away* from me?!" 


As if by cosmic intervention, Axl quickly materialized out of the hallway, cheeks as red as his hair, looking 
down at his feet as he quietly asked: "hey.uh.guys. can we go to SeaWorld?" 


Slash's heart droppped as he felt Izzy yank him off of the couch and shove him in Axl's direction: "yeah, sure, 
Slash'll take you" 


See, the charming thing about Axl Rose was his utter lack of self awareness, so whilst he had already forgiven 
Slash for whatever he might've done to warrant such a passionate response; it escaped his field of reasoning 
that maybe the guitarist was still pissed off about it.becouse after all.had that lamp not missed there 
wouldn't have been a Slash taking him to SeaWorld or at all for that matter. 


He remained silent, trying to make it abundantly clear that the only thing he wanted to do with Axl was make a 


snuff film out of him but the vocalist was oblivious. 


"Dude, that's so dangerous!" He chided, leaning over the shotgun seat to collect the curls that fell over his 


face. His forehead turning red upon contact, he spat out: 
"I can see through them y'know" 


But he was ignored, because Axl believed everything should be done his way so he opened the glove 
compartment, took out an elastic and reached out to tie Slash's hair up, balancing his knee on the rest 


separating the driver and passenger seats, ironically enough, almost causing them to crash with the Mercedes 


in front of them. 


By the time they arrived to the aquatic pits of hell graciously titled SeaWorld, Slash was pretty sure he found 


god and achieved martyrdom. 


"Fuck yeah, SeaWorld!" Axl whispered with conviction, eagerly running up to the ticket booth. Slash watched, 
smoking a cigarette against the hood. 


Usually he chose places that had some sort of personal value to him, he'd have to ask later but he wouldn't 
put it against the guy to have chosen it solely because he liked dolphins. 


Almost jumping in place as he held the two slips of paper, Axl hurriedly questured him over and with a heavy 
sigh, he spat the butt out and crushed it under his boot. 


"Is there some sappy backstory to explain why you chose SeaWorld?" He grumbled, walking through the park. 


"Huh? Nah, | just like dolphins; | had my first date here though" Axl shrugged, his eyes surprisingly innocent 
looking compared to how they did about two hours ago. 


He spluttered a little: "dude..that's a fucking sappy backstory, | don't want to be at SeaWorld knowing that's 
where you had your first date!" 


His eyebrows furrowed: "isnt it normal? To take your first date out somewhere special?" 


"Fuck man, | don't know; | had mine in my basement” The guitarist smirked at the fond albeit short lived 


memories. 

"Then shit, | don't want to go into your basement ever again" he scoffed, walking ahead of him 

If the dictionary was to ever point to a human as the definition of contradiction it would probably be Axl Rose. 
"Gedoff the railings" Slash hissed, arms around his slim waist as he tried to pull Axl off of the railing, 


"Fuck off Slash | want to see the dolphins better!" He growled, thrashing about as his fingers clamped at the 


metal. 
"You're fucking five foot eight! If little kids can see properly so can you!" 


Ignoring the idiot who was holding his cooing infant over the fence so that he could get a better look at the 
dolphins. 


"If | want to look at the fucking dolphins then | motherfucking willl Let. Me. GOI!" And that was when he chose 
to make what would probably lamd itself on the lower end of the list of Stupid Things | Did In My Twenties. 
Lurching himself forward, Slash finally lost his grip and sent the red-head propelling, but not without 


accidentally pantsing him in the process. 


Slash wasn't sure if he was relieved or dissapointed that this didn't happen over a tank of killer whales, but 
since the people around him were already in the midsts of mass hysteria and the look in Axl's face was fucking 
priceless instead of sweating it, he just stood over the shocked expression of the vocalist and lost his shit 
laughing. 


Giving the machine a quarter as he sweeped some kibble into his palm before pelting it at Axl's head; watching 


almost in tears as one of the workers brought out a giant net to catch him with. 


That's when Slash decided they were even 


"Is this your girlfriend?" One of the pissy-faced security guards asked, leading a soaking wet Axl back towards 
him. 


He opened his mouth to insult him but it looked like Axl and his explosive temper beat him to it 
‘I'm a dude!" He hissed, raising his fist as Slash quickly took him at his side, pressing his arm down 


"Yes sir, he indeed is my girlfriend’ he said sarcastically, watching as the golf cart parked at their sides. 
Neither arguing as they sat down in the backseat, flipping off the group of shocked onlookers. 


Axl's snuggled deeper into the towel provided to him, sitting a little to close to Slash as he sighed: 
"Well that was an experience" 


"You said it, in only in what? Forty five minutes, that's a new record man" he scoffed, the side of his t shirt 
getting damp from Axl's hair. 


"Think they'll sue?" He looked up at him with a devilish smirk even though there was no way in hell they could 
afford it. 


Water dribbling down his handsome face; huh, Slash thought he actually did look rather pretty in this lighting, 
albeit deranged. 

Shaking the foreign thought away he leaned back, lazily draping an arm around the seat as Axl leaned into it 
slightly, picking a cigarette up and lighting it up: 

"Nah man, one things for certain though, we are definitely getting a lifetime ban from SeaWorld" 

Closing the distance to light his own up with Slash's he simpered: 


‘Oh well, there's always MarineLana’ 


-end 


